Make Me Bigger 
Part 2 - Gluttonous Desire 


One week later... 


“Gina!” Sally called “It’s time for lunch!” 

Gina was in her room, working on a design she'd been asked to do for work. 

“Going!” She answered, rushing her inefficient mouse to finish up fast. 

Last week was all about getting settled. Gina got everything ready for her work-at-home 
job, and Sally bought all the food Gina would be eating —which she also refused to show her, to 
keep it a “surprise’—. Sally has been keeping a close eye on Gina this entire time. She knows 
what her friend’s diet was before coming here: salads, sugar-free cereals, only water for all 
meals, no snacks... Needless to say, she began the diet on the very starting line of becoming a 
fatty. For this, Sally had spent her time slowly introducing her to heavier foods. They started 
small with a salad —sided with ranch— accompanied by a glass of lemonade, and yesterday 
she gave her smashed potatoes with a glass of sugary lemonade. Small stuff, but slowly rising. 
However, today she was feeding her the first major leap in cuisine and, hopefully, appetite. 

“It's getting cold!” Sally announced. 

“I’m almost... There!” Gina exclaimed, standing up from her desk and going to the dining 
room. 

Gina walked in, almost completely uninterested. She felt as if last week had been 
completely lackluster in every way, as if she had simply experimented a little bit on what she 
usually eats. Looking at her reflection, she still felt like she was the exact same. Meanwhile, in 
Sally's eyes, progress was being made. You see, Gina was used to living a slim, healthy 
lifestyle, unconsciously being married to it, refusing to show her taste buds any new, exciting 
flavours. The problem with this was that this also meant she didn't have a liking for fatty food. 

For the second day, Sally thought about giving her a plate of spaghetti, but Gina almost 
threw up on the second bite . “It’s too much”, she kept complaining, having eaten absurdly little. 
However, yesterday, with the smashed potatoes, Sally could notice something shifting in Gina’s 
eyes. She was starting to enjoy it, even if she didn’t notice it. Every bite looked like it felt less 
like a task to her, and more like just a meal, a significant change to her. She ate with little 
complaint that day, and drank her lemonade without noticing the extra spoons of sugar on it. 
And so, Sally thought that today was the day to see if Gina had finally opened her stomach up 
for new possibilities. 

“What are we having?” Asked Gina, taking a seat. 

“Wait there and I'll bring it to you!” Sally answered, trying to keep it a surprise. 

The smell of something cooking inadvertently invaded the living room as Sally left to the 
kitchen. It surprised Gina, as so far almost everything she’d eaten there didn't smell much, if at 
all. However, when that new fragrance reached her snout, she was surprised to discover it was 
meat. The air got plagued with it, a smell Gina used to not relate to her own meal. She was 
used to feeling slightly repulsed by it, but, to her surprise, she felt close to nothing from it, if not 
a little hungry. Her attention started to drift away so much thinking about it that she completely 
missed the fact that her mouth started salivating. 


Sally stepped out of the kitchen, carrying a mysterious silver tray on her paws. She 
placed it in front of Gina, and waited a dramatic amount of time before lifting the metal cover. A 
cloud of steam flew out of it, forcing Gina to lean back as a reaction. Then, as the white, good 
smelling mist faded away, a burger was revealed. It had two round, somewhat large buns, 
encapsulating a thick, greasy piece of meat in the middle. There was also some cheese dripping 
on its sides, along with some condiments going with it. 

“Woah, alright...” Gina reacted, taking a close look at it “Don’t you think it’s a little... too 
much?” 

“Ain't that the reason you're here?” Sally insisted “But, in case you do feel like you can’t 
do it, | also made some more salad , in case you wanna jump in and eat it with me.” 

Gina looked at the burger again. It really was big, in homemade burger standards, that 
is. She started pushing it away with her paw, but something stopped her. A second wave of its 
smell came over to her. Her pupils widened, and her belly trembled with an odd desire, asking 
for a taste of the greasy treasure sitting Infront of her. Her instincts told her that she shouldn't. 
Her years of well eating and salads had trained her not to do things like this, to not eat more 
than needed, but something was pulling her towards it, something she hadn't experienced 
before, like an invisible string making her imagine the delicious taste of the meat, its juice, and 
its bread, filling her... 

Gina started feeling something she hadn't felt before: A weird temptation to eat, 
regardless of if it was too much. To eat out of desire, of curiosity in taste, in the feeling of 
consuming food. She was feeling something pulling her to that burger. 

“I'll give it a bite, just to see” She finally said, pulling the plate back to her. 

She looked at the burger again, and grabbed it with both of her paws. Grease stained 
her fur as it escaped the soaked bread below. Some of the condiments fell behind the burger, 
landing on the plate and making a mess of it. Gina took a deep breath, closed her eyes with 
regret, and opened her mouth with curiosity. She took a bite. 

It didn't take long for the powerful flavor of the meat, cheese and condiments to spread 
through her mouth. They complimented each other, tingling all the right spots in her mouth, from 
her tongue, to her taste buds and everything. Gina opened her eyes wide, chewing with less 
skepticism and then swallowing. Her gullet allowed free access to the meal, letting it slide down 
without a problem. 

Sally was about to ask her how it was, but she didn’t even manage to get a word out 
before Gina went in for another bite, answering her question. After that, Sally sat down and 
started eating her salad, looking at Gina go. She wasn’t stopping, taking bite after bite, covering 
her paws in grease and condiments, casually stopping to lick each and every single one of 
them, even getting a weird type of pleasure out of it. Each bite of the burger was somehow 
better than the last, making her forget about what she was doing as her shirt got stained with all 
types of stuff falling from the burger, with her sometimes moaning after a bite because of how 
good it was. There were moments in which she took breaks from eating, only suck in a greedy 
sip of her extra sugary lemonade as if it was nothing. Eventually, after chewing and swallowing 
faster than she ever had, Gina finished her burger. 

She leaned back on her chair, letting a long, pleasured sigh come out of her mouth. 
Then, she felt something coming. She panicked a little, having never felt something like it 
before. 


“This is it” She thought “Oh, Gina, this is why you eat healthy! You’re about to die!” 

Then, she burped, releasing a lot of the pressure she had put into her body after eating 
and drinking so fast. Sally leaned her head to the side, smiling as she gently kept making her 
way through her salad. 

“How are you feeling?” She asked. 

“Full...” Gina answered, still leaned back on her chair “I think I'll be heading to my room 
now.” 

She stood up, feeling weighed down after stuffing her face —a first, for her—. 

“Oh, and, be sure to grab one of those bags for later!” Sally added, pointing at table next 
to the wall. 

Gina looked at it, and then walked towards it to see what it was. On top of the table was 
a wide selection of snacks, ranging from spicy chips to artificial lemon and so on. Gina really 
wasn’t feeling like it, especially after a meal like that. 

“|... [ll grab one, for later” She said, picking the lemon flavoured ones and leaving. 

Halfway through the trip, she had already unconsciously opened the bag, snacking on as 
she headed to rest. Arriving at her room, she decided to sit on her bed for a little, which quickly 
transformed to laying down, which quickly transformed into taking a three hour nap, still holding 
the open bag of chips in one hand, while the other rest on top of her stomach. 

Back at the dining room, Sally smirked proudly. She wasn't wrong, Gina's appetite had 
changed. She was pulled in by that flavor, by the temptation of taking another bite. It seemed 
like she was starting to make a glutton out of her, and there's only one place that road leads to. 


